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It appears certain [wrote the British commander on July 3rd] that
Marmont will not risk an action unless he should have an advantage ;
and I shall certainly not risk one unless I should have an advantage ;
and matters therefore do not appear likely to be brought to that criterion
very soon.1

The relations of the combatants were as always in off
moments, entirely friendly.

, . . On both sides [says Napier] the soldiers, entering the river to
bathe, held amicable intercourse, rallying each other about the battles
yet to be fought, and the camps on the banks of the Duero seemed
at times to belong to one army : so difficult is it to make brave men
hate each other.2

This state of affairs continued until July lyth, when Mar-
mont, who had received reinforcements, could restrain him-
self no longer, and crossing the Duero commenced that
offensive which was to end in his defeat

But it began very much to his advantage, and the early
hours of the i8th nearly yielded him the person of the English
Commander, the story of whose narrow escape is graphically
recorded by Kincaid*

I was sent on piquet on the evening of the iyth [says he] ... and,
soon after sunrise on the following morning, a cannonade commenced
. . . While I was attentively watching its progress, there arose, all at
once, behind the rising ground to my left, a yell of the most terrific
import , . . and, seeing a broad deep ditch within a hundred yards,
I lost not a moment in placing it between my piquet and the extraor-
dinary sound. I had scarcely effected the movement, when Lord
Wellington, with his staff, and a cloud of French and English dragoons
and horse artillery intermixed, came over the hill at full cry, and all
hammering at each others* heads in one confused mass over the ground
I had that instant quitted. It appeared that his Lordship had gone
there to reconnoitre, covered by two guns and two squadrons of cavalry,
who, by some accident, were surprised, and charged by a superior
body of the enemy, and sent tumbling in upon us, in the manner
described.*
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